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DEDICATION. 



To the Ulster People in America. 

To ye, the Brave-Hearted Ones, to whom the Spirit of 
Restlessness whispered incessantly calling ye over the seas, 
to labour with the other peoples of the earth, to make America 
what it is to-day : and to ye, the Poverished Ones, whom 
the ghoul of Want ruthlessly drove from the quiet of the Irish 
fields ye loved so well, and to the children all of ye have gotten 
in the land of your adoption, I dedicate these Ulster Songs 
and Ballads, and I shall be happy if ye hear, as ye read 
them, even faintly, the sough of the winds of your native 
glens, or an echo of the songs of your ozvn townlands : or if ye 
see, even dimly and but for a moments space, the shadowy 
turf lit kitchen, the singing kettle on the hob, the glint of 
shining delph on the dresser, and the sugan chair in which 
you used to sit, and the kindly faces of those that sat with 
you and talked of Ireland^ s joys and sorrows and of her 
victories and defeats in the evenings of long ago. 

FABRIC GREGORY. 
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FIRST PUBLISHED I92O 



AUTHOR'S NOTE. 



Four of the sets of verses herein set forth : Ramble Away, 
Its Nae the Coul' Wind, Tour Milkiri Days are Over, and 
My Love Wrote Me a Letther, are old anonymous Ulster 
folk songs I was fortunate enough to collect in North- 
East Antrim, and they are included, with my own work, 
in this volume, for that they are— in the opinion of several 
authorities on Irish folk song — " too good to be permitted 
to be forgotten." 

Four other sets of verses : A DandlirC Song, Darliri 
Jimmie, The Nine-penny Pig, and The Silly Willy-Waddle, 
are, while being entirely original, based on fragments of 
old forgotten folk songs, and I have striven to complete 
them in a manner which I hope will be considered to be 
in keeping with the expression of the original fragments. 
As to Ae other sets of verses that go to make up tliis slim 
book they are the only ones, of all I have written since 
1 91 2, 1 care to publish ; some of them have aheady appeared 
in periodicals in Ireland and America, and per.nission to 
reprint them has been obtained and is gratefully acknow- 
ledged. 

December ist, 1919. 




ULSTER FOLK SONGS 
AND BALLADS 

WHAT A COUNTRY POET TOLD 
ME. 

here's whiles I laugh oot loud 
an' sing, 
An' whiles, sit quiet as a mouse, 
An', shure as death ! they think 
I'm mad — 
The people in our house. 

For, whiles, I catch them givin' me 

A pityful or sneerin' look. 
Whin they come in, anoanst, an' catch me 

Readin' from my ballad-book. 

My father guldhers, night an' morn : 
"There's corn tae cut. There's dykes 
tae build." 
My mother cries : " There's cows tae 
milk " ; 
Or " There's the turf-creel niver filled." 



10 UI.STER FOLK SONGS AND BALLADS 

An' so I work from dawn till dark, 
Nor heed the anghery words they say, 

For, half the time they're scouidin' me. 
My thoughts he's miles an' miles away ; 

An' I a-sailin' the heavin' seas. 

In a boat wi' milk-white sails unfurled, 

Bearin' away a flower-fraii woman 
Ower the blue rim o' heavin' world. 




THE MOTHER O' SIX. 

ILLIE, Willie, quit your cryin' ; 

Jackie, gi'e the ba-aby that ; 
Tom, your boot'U rip that sofa ; 
There ! ye've dinged your 
Daddy's hat. 

"Josephine, stop chasin' Jamie; 

Watch ! ye'U fall, ye are so dense ! 
Shure, a great big girl like you 

Should ha'e a wee, wee bit o' sense ! 

" Willie, son, come off that table; 

Tom, stop hammerin' that tray ; 
Mind ! ye'U step on Kathleen's finghers, 

Oh, ye ha'e my head astray ! 

"Jackie, stop your shootin' peas, sir; 

Ye'U hit some one in the eye ; 
There ! I knowed you do 't, ye villan. 

Now ye've made your sisther cry. 

" Jamie, close that coal-hole dure, sir; 

My-oh-my, what dirty paws ! 
Go an' wash your hands, this minute. 

Or I'll rise an' git the taws. 
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" Thank the Lord — it's bed -time ! Strip 
yese. 

Whist, now ; kneel an' say your prayers. 
Bliss yourselves now. That's good childer. 

Now go aisy up the stairs. 

"I'm kept scouldin', coaxin', kissin'. 

Till I'm hardly fit till stand ; 
Still, at night-time, wi' a candle, 

Him an' me goes, hand in hand, 

"An' we stand an' watch them sleepin', 
An', for all their stirrin' noise, 

Wi' tears upon our cheeks we pray : 
■ God keep our girls an' bhoys.' " 




THE EMIGRANT COUNTRY 
SINGER. 

CH, shure he was jist a lump o' a 
lad, 
An' a good lad too, for he tried 
tae be 

Kindly tae ivery sowl — good or bad ; 
An' his heart was full o' poetry. 

But now he's away from the glens he loves, 

On the heavin' wave an' the whirlin' 

wind ; 

An' he'll sing nae more o' Antrim's groves. 

An' he's broke the hearts he's left 

behind. 



For, shure, I've been up tae his house tae 
try 
An' cheer his mother up — wi' a song, 
God look tae her ! she'll dae naethin' but 
cry, 
Or sit ower the hearth-stone thinkin' 
long. 




AN IRISH BLESSIN'. 

AY the lint-white arms o' wee 
Jesus caress ye, 
May Mary who bore Him stand 
'twixt ye an' harm, 
May the grave Man-Christ wi' the bearded 
Face bless ye. 
An' may your own prayers be, 'gainst 
Hell, a charm. 

May His carpenter-father keep watchin' 
o'er ye. 
May Patrick, Benignus, an' Columb- 
kiUe, 
Walk iver beside ye, behind ye, afore ye, 
Tae ward from ye, day an' night, ivery 
ill. 

May great Martin wrap ye wi'in his halved- 
mantle. 
May Bridget's black veil an' Arch- 
Michael's shield save 
Your sowl from the flames ; may ye live 
pure an' gentle. 
An' dead — may big salty tears wet your 
grave. 




THE SONG O' THE WIND. 



■' "^*"^ '*' ^ HE wind came oot o' the forest — 
Its voice was soft an' mild, 
ji|Like the voice o' a mother whis- 
p'rin' 
While she suckles her first-born child. 



It came from the dark pine forest 
An' wandhered along the road, 

An' I quit my wearyin' journey 
An' laid doon my heavy load. 



An' climbed a moss-grown hedgeway 

Tae listen more at ease 
As it flitted doon the highway 

Croonin' low lullabies. 



An' stretched cross-like I listened. 

Its breath cooled my drippin' brow, 

But it lulled me asleep — so I cannae 
Sing you what the wind sung, now. 




THE RANN O' THE HEALER. 



EED ye my cry ! 

Heed ye my cry ! 

Three things there are o' the Evil 
One — 

Who walks abroad in the wailin' wind 
Whose foulsome deeds are niver done — 

An evil eye, 
• An evil mind, 

An evil tongue. 
An' by these three 
The damned folk see 
Many a striplin's pure heart wrung. 



God be adored ! 

God be adored ! 
Three things there are o' the gentle 

Christ— 
Who kept wi' the folk a three-years' tryst 
An' whose life, for theirs, was sacrificed — 

The holy word, 

The singin' word, 

The heart-spoke word. 
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An' while thro' Life's dark days they're 

farin' 
May the power o' these three be on the 

head 
O' ivery man an' ivery maid 
Wi'in the four gray seas o' Erin. 




THE BACACH-MAN. 



WAS walkin' the dusty high-road 
In undher the harvest moon, 

When the twilight air bore to me 
A fidil's silvery tune. 



A hush-a-bye song 'twas playin', 
Now risin', now fallin' low, 

'Twas a song my mother sung me 
In the ould days, long ago. 

So I listened a while, an' the music 
Brought thoughts o' other years. 

An' afore I knowed it my cheeks were 
Asthreamin' wi' scaldin' tears. 



An' I breathed a wee prayer tae Heaven, 
An' shouldered my heavy load, 

An' happier — ay, far happier — 
Wint wandherin' doon the road. 

18 




THE WISE WOMAN. 

EE lochrie-women ! Wee lochrie- 

men ! 
Yese may hide at home in the 
Round Rath Glen ; 
For I was aboot at the black o' morn 
An' I wreathed my door-way wi' white 

May-thorn ; 
An', in Mary's name — tae hindher your 

pow'rs — 
Round my house I scatthered wee prim- 
rose flow'rs. 

An' I moiled away, an' 'fore waned the 

moon, 
'Fore the lint-white lilted its rousin' tune, 
Ashen twigs I cut at the Raw Brae burn, 
An' plaited them tightly all 'round my 

churn. 
An' in ivery milk-pail wee crosses laid 
O' veronica leaves an' yarrow made. 

Then afther, 'fore dawntide, whin all was 

still, 
'Fore the sun peeked up ower the Knocka 

Hill, 

19 
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From my cow-byre's floor I carried away 
Dunged-earth, an' wi' this made a cake o' 

clay; 
An' the cake an' a peat-coal, tae dead tae 

burn, 
An' a pinch o' salt I put 'neath the churn. 

Och, though I niver seen schule or collidge, 
I've ate the speckled salmon o' knowledge 
That many's the day fed an' filled its guts 
Wi' the meat o' the holy hazel nuts, 
Blown intae the sthream by the autumn 

breeze 
From the boughs o' the nine big sacred 

trees. 

O, I worked these May-charms 'fore waned 

the moon. 
Or the lint-white lilted its rousin' tune ; 
So, wee lochrie-women, wee lochrie men, 
Yese may stay at home in the Round Rath 

Glen, 
Yese neednae come pottherin' round my 

wee farm — 
Ye'll can do my butther an' milk nae harm. 




J9J6. 

H, spring's in Ireland again, John, 
An' the long low Antrim hills 
Gleam oot in a sheen 
O' the iaintest green ; 
An' the plash o' the leapin' rills 
I hear from dawn till dark, John, 
An' the songs o' the linnets too, 
But, shure, there's somethin' wantin' still, 
I want — jist you. 

An' Easter's comin' again, John, 
"But the primrosed meadow-dips 
Would seem more bright 
Could I see the light 
O' your eyes, an' your laughin' lips. 
The opal-gray o' our skies, John, 

Has turned tae a cobalt-blue, 
But what 's it matther tae me at all. 
My heart wants you ! 

Your brithers an' sisters are weel, John, 
An' so is your Da an' me ; 
An' each night we pray 
That the good God may 
Look doon tae an' strengthen ye. 
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An' we all try not tae fret, John, 
As we moil each dreich day thro' 

But, ah, you'll niver know how much 
We all miss you. 



An' many 's the time a day, John, 
The tears blind me achin' eyes : 
For though you were right 
For tae rise an' fight 
For the Cause that niver dies, 
Though you're sprung o' a stock that 
fought, John, 
A stock o' men good an' true — 
Ach, shure you were only a wean ! an' 
■ I long for you. 



An' though you're a full-grown man, John, 
(Or, leastways, you think you are !) 
I'd rather you lay 
On my breast, this day, 
Than see you crowned king or czar 
O' the whole o' God's blissed world, John, 

An' I hope— if it he's my due — 
That I'll git kissin' you soon, for 
My heart wants you. 
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Oh, gallant it was tae fight, John, 
Tae unfurl the Green on high, 
An' 'twas brave tae show 
Ivery friend an' foe 
That you war'n't afeared tae die. 
An' though for Ireland again, John, 

I would bid you dare an do ! 
(I'm foolish for cryin' this night) but 
I want — jist you. 




A DANDLIN' SONG. 



H, my wee, wee baaby was cryin', 
Oh, her cheeks wi' tears wur 
wet. 
But she is her mammy's darlin'. 
An' her jewel, an' her pet — 
Oh, she didn't dance, an' dance, an' 
dance, 
Oh, she didn't dance the day ; 
Oh, she didn't dance, an' dance, an' 
dance. 
She didn't dance the day. 



Oh, but now that baaby is wakin' 
I'll strip off her cradle-clothes. 
An' I'll wash my crumplin' over, 
From her head down till her toes — 
For she didn't dance, an' dance, an' 
dance. 
Oh, she didn't dance the day, 
Oh, she didn't dance, an' dance, an' 
dance 
She didn't dance the day. 

24 
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Then I'll dhress my wee wee baaby 

In a robe o' silken sheen, 
That has more white lace upon it 
That wud plaze an Irish queen — 

An' then she will dance, an' dance, 
an' dance, 
Oh, then she will dance so gay ; 
Oh, then she will dance, an' dance, 
an' dance. 
She'll dance the live-long day. 

Oh, I'll dandle her like a wee lady. 
Oh, I'll dandle her like a wee doll. 
Oh, I'll dandle her like a wee lady 
Coin' tae the fairy ball — 
An' then she will dance, an' dance, an' 
dance. 
Oh, then she will dance so gay ; 
Oh, then she will dance, an' dance, 
an' dance. 
She'll dance the live-long day. 




AN ARDGLASS BOAT SONG. 



IND o' the South, my love's at 
sea, 
The hills are dark, an' the skies 
are gray ; 

O, blow him safely back home tae me ! 
Wind o' the South, my love's at sea — 
An' I cannae rest whin he's away. 



Wind o' the South, my love's at sea, 

An' O, the wathers are dark an' deep ; 
He's slavin' sore for the weans an' me, 
]Vind o' the South, my love's at sea — 
An' I cannae take a wink o' sleep. 



Wind o' the South, thy love's at sea, 
The night's past, yondher's the mornin' 
star ! 

A wee while more an' he's back tae me ; 

Wind o' the South, blow wild an free! 
His long boat's crossin' the harbour-bar. 

26 




A CRADLE SONG. 

'IG white moon ! from behind the 
clouds 
Peek intae the sleepin' room, 
'An' whisk the shadows in their 
shrouds 
Back intae the Land o' Gloom, 
Back intae the Land of Gloom, 
For my wee wean is goin' asleep, 
Asleep, asleep, asleep. 

Wee wee stars ! from your homes on high 

Shed doon your silv'ry beams 
'Round his cradle, for he might cry 
If the Sidh-folk came in dreams. 
If the Sidh-folk came in dreams, 
While my wee lamb is lyin asleep, 
Asleep, asleep, asleep. 

Mary mild ! he's my only wean 
His mindin' I leave tae you ; 
Keep him safe till I come again 
In undher your mantle blue. 
In undher your mantle blue 

Kiss his eyes while he's lyin' asleep, 
Asleep, asleep, asleep. 

27 




THE FAIRY'S TUNE 



SIT on a hill 

An' pipe a sweet tune 
That I, ane morn, heerd 

A wee fairy croon : 



An' the strains float far 

On the mornin' breeze, 
An' waken the birds 

Asleep in the trees ; 
They rise in their nests 

An' peep doon at me. 
They raise their voices 

In harmony. 

I sit on a hill 

An' pipe a sweet tune 
That I, ane morn, heerd 

A wee fairy croon : 

An' the droopin' flow'rs 
Ope their breasts tae view, 

For my music shakes off 
Their cloaks o' dew. 

28 
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O, my fairy tune 

Doon the green hillside 
Makes the bright laughin' sthream 

More joyfully glide. 

Ach, surely it is 

A wondherful tune 
That I heerd that wee 

Crickety fairy croon. 




MOLLY ASTHOREEN. 

A Sorrow Song of 1798. 

T the dawn afore birds began tae 

sing, 
I My true love stole in, like a 
hunted thing ; 
An' he laid his dark head agen' my 
breast, 
An' I washed his wounds, an' hushed him 
tae sleep an' rest. 

In my arms he slept, thro' the live-long 

day. 
But I be tae rise him at gloamin' gray ; 
An' we crepPthro' the darkness, him an' 

me, 
Tae fhe shore where a wee boat waited, by 

gray Lough Lee. 

He boorded the big ship, 'fore red o' 

day. 
An' ower the dark wathers it sailed 

away; 
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God grant he may live safe in far-off 
Spain, 
Though my poor heart's black an' broken, 
wi' fear an' pain. 



Wud God he'd fallen at Antrim toon ! 
Wud God the Redcoats had shot me 

doon ! 
Far betther the ane grave for him an' me. 
Than both o' us dhramin' dhrames that can 
niver be. 




DARLIN' JIMMIE. 



I'M goin' doon the toon, 
Ay, an I know who's goin wV 
me; 
I ha e a wee man o' my own. 
An they call him Darlin' Jimmie. 

He wears a wee green coat. 
An his waistcoat's in the fashion, 

But he's got tae lie in bed 

While his Sunday shirt I'm washin' . 

For he has only one — 

Oh, it gi'es me tarr'ble bother ! — 
But he likes tae lie in bed, 

So he wudnae buy anither. 

Ay, an' this is what he says — 

An' he laughs, an' thinks it funny — 

" The man wi' more nor ane shirt 
Is only wastin' money." 

An' so, what am I tae dae? 

Though his waistcoat's in the fashion 
He has tae lie in bed 

While his Sunday shirt I'm washin'. 

32 



THE NINEPENNY PIG. 




* 



Y father an' mother were Irish, 
An' I am Irish, too ; 
d^)^>^J^They bought a wee pig for nine- 
^'^^^^' pence, 

An' it was Irish, too ; 
But it wudnae grow a big pig, 

An' Da took it away 

Tae Lisnalinchey Market, 

All on a Market day. 

An' whin he took the crathur 

Away from us I sighed, 
It knowed, itself, 'twas goin' 

For oh, it squealed an' cried, 
But ivery time I'd coax Da 

Tae keep it, he'd say : " No ! 
The fairy-folk hae charmed it. 

An' it'll niver grow." 

It strunted,. an' it grunted. 

But Da driv it away, 
Tae Lisnalinchey Market, 

All on a market day ; 
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An' up there comes a show-man — 
Who'd come for the May Fair — 

An' says he, tae Da, says he : " Sir, 
What is it ye hae there?" 

An' Da says tae the show-man : 

"I'm sellin' this wee pig, 
For, though I've stuffed an' fed it. 

The crowl '11 nae grow big." 
They bargained an' they haggled, 

They argued up an' down. 
An' then at last Da sould it — 

All for a silver crown. 

The show-man took that pigeen 

An' larnt it tricks, for weeks ; 
He dhressed it in a waistcoat. 

An' swallow-tailed, an' breeks ; 
He larnt it for till stand up. 

An' walk, an' sit, an' kneel. 
An' rowll aboot, an' tumble, 

An' dance an Irish reel. 

An' now, folk say, that show-man 
Has goold an' goold galore ; 

And that he does nae thravel 
On Fair-days ony more : 
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He's marrit tae some ladie 

O' great an' high degree, 
All through the pig he bought from 

My foolish Da an' me. 

My father an' mother were Irish, 

An' I am Irish, too ; 
They bought a wee pig for ninepence, 
■ An' it was Irish, too ; 
But-it wudnae grow a big pig 

An' Da took it away 
Tae Lisnalinchey Market, 

All on a Market day. 




THE OUL' FIDDLER. 



E come slouchin' up the loanin' 
whin its ruts were wet an' 
muddy, 
Half-starved wi' coul' an' hun- 
gher, shiverin' in the duds he wore ; 
He'd likely slipped afore then for his wrist 
was bruised an' bloody — 
I seen the drops dreep from it while he 
fiddled at the door. 



An' shure, I fetched the poor sowl in, an' 
washed his wound an' dhressed it. 
An' gied him bite an' sup, then set him 
near the fire again ; 
But he wudnae leave his fidil doon : he 
fondled an' caressed it 
An' handled it as gently as a mother wud 
her wean. 



He looked all round an' round the room, 
an' crossed himself an' shivered, 
I cud see that he was thinkin' that it 
might be all a dhrame ; 

36 
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Then big tears filled his dark-blue eyes, an' 
wi' pale lips that quivered 
He thanked me for my kindness in the 
Man-God's Holy Name. 

Then took his stand afore the fire that 
throwed quare fearsome shadows 
Intae ivery nook an' corner o' our oul' 
low-raftered room. 
An' played so sweetly you'd hae sworn the 
bare rain-soddened meadows 
Were thick wi' singin' birds, an' buds 
that ached tae break in bloom. 

An' whin he'd played he went his way, wi' : 
" Thanks. God bliss ye kindly." 
Doon along our wind-swept loanin', chat- 
terin', shiverin', in the coul' ; 
He made tae hit the county road, half- 
stumblin', staggerin' blindly. 
An' says I : " May God bring comfort 
soon tae that poor homeless sowl ! " 

An' maybe Holy Mary heerd my prayer — 
nixt morn folk spied him 
Crouchin' half - inundher Donann's 
hedge, his fidil by his side ; 
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t 

He'd found elsewhere the aise an' peace 
that this world had denied him, 
For he was lyin' stiff an' stark, his blue 
eyes gapin' wide. 



An' still, there's whiles I think I see him as 
he stood an' shivered, 
Fearin that the warmth an' food were 
gotten only in a dhrame, 
An' I can see his tear-filled eyes an pallid 
lips that quivered 
As he blissed me for my kindness in the 
Man-God's Holy Name. 



An' whiles, whin I sit ower the hearth an 

watch the turf throw shadows 
Intae ivery nook an corner o' our ouV 

low-raftered room, 
I hear such music that I dhrame the bleak 

rain- soddened meadows 

ache tae break in bloom. 




THE GHOST. 

HALF-CLAD peasant lashed his 
horse 
Inundher the hazel boughs, 
An' dashed ower the gravelled 
clearin' 
Afore the ould priest's house. 

" Rise, Father John, an' follow me ! 

Although the night is wild, 
My Mary moans her life away 

Ower her wee still-born child." 

An' Father John O'Donnell heard 

That cry o' agony, 
An' rose from the hearth, an' crossed him- 
self. 

An' closed his Breviary ; 

An' saddled his horse, an' thro' the night 
Raced wi' the frightened clouds 

That fled afore the cryin' wind 
Lie ghosts in gravin' -shrouds. 
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At Cloughey Hill he met a girl, 
She wrung her hands, an' cried : 

" Stop, Father John ! You're late ! You're 
late! 
Dan Grogan's wife has died." 

Her face was ghastly white, her hair 

Matted wi' sweat an' rain ; — 
'"May God forbid ! " the ould priest called 

Again an' yet again. 

He urged his horse, an' on an' on 
Raced wi' the frightened clouds 

That fled afore the wild night wind 
Like ghosts in gravin'-shrouds. 

He reached the house ; the peasant 
moaned : 
" 'Twas jist God's Holy Will ! 
She died aboot the time you'd reached 
The foot o' Cloughey HUH" 



THE REBEL. 

A Ballad of Islandmagee, Co. Antrim, 
A.D. 1798. 

^^^ HIN, wi' rattlin' drum, the 
King's sodjers come 




Doon the long white road tae 
Islandmagee, 
There was only three o' us in the hbuse — 
My daughter; Mary — his wife ; an' me. 

My ither twa sons had ta'en their oul' guns 
An' fled tae MacCracken at Antrim 
toon : 
There was jist the three o' us in the house 
That night, whin the Yeos come marchin' 
doon. 

An' my youngest-born, all bleedin' an' 

torn. 

Tethered tight tae a horse's back they 

brought ; 

He niver got tellin', but weel we knowed^ 

While makin' for Antrim he was caught. 
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We heerd he grew pale whin (in Carrick 
Jail) 
They sentenced him tae be hung, at 
dawn, 
Furnenst his own house in Islandmagee ; 
'Twas thoughts o' us made his cheeks 
grow wan. 

There was nae moon-light so all thro' the 
night 
They builded the scaffold by torches' 
glare. 
We crouched thegither an' listened the din 
O' hammers, an' cried, or mouthed a 
prayer. 

An' whin at the wan gray light o' the dawn 

Come the sickenin' death-brattle o' the 

-"drum, 

We knelt doon an' offered his sowl tae God, 

For we knowed my wean's last hour had 

come. 

But ah, we were wrong; for a cursin' 
throng 
O' the Yeomen come thunderin' at the 
door, 
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An' dragged us ootside for tae watch him 
die, 
Sweet Christ ! I'll see the sight iver- 
more ! 

I'd hae gied my life, so wud Mary — his wife 
Tae hear a fareweel word from his 
tongue ; 
But they gagged him, an' so wi'oot word 
tae us 
An' unshrived by priest my wean was 
hung. 

An' all thro' the wan bright'nin' light o' 
dawn 
An' up till the hot glarin' noon o' day 
He swung at the end o' the creakin' rope. 
Then they cut him doon an' marched 
away. 

Then soon tae the gloom o' our wee back 
room 
We carried him in — my daughter an' 
me. 
An' his wife cut the hemp rope from his 
neck. 
An' closed his glazed eyes, sobbin' bit- 
terly. 
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But she was wi' wean, an' that night the 
pain 
O' child-birth come on her, she shrieked 
an' cried ; 
An' we waked my son, an' we minded her. 
But, weel ! 'twas God's will — afore dawn 
she died. 

My daughter an' me we buried the three — 
Father, mother, an' child, up among the 
whins ; 
An' prayed God tae keep hate from our 
hearts. 
An' axed Him tae pardon the Yeos their 
sins. 

Whin, wi' rattlin drum, the King's sodjers 
come 
Doon the long white road tae Island- 
magee, 
There was jist the three o' us in the house — 
My daughter, Mary — his wife, an' me. 

An my youngest-born, all bleedin' an 
torn, 
Tethered tight tae a horse's back they 
brought; 
He niver got tellin , but weel we knowed — 
While makin' for Antrim he was caught. 



THE LAD THE FAIRIES STOLE. 



srviS^ 



^^jRUDGIN' home, all m'lone, ane 
^ m Friday night— 



ill 



If I mind right — near-hand 
Samhain-time, 
I heerd quare sweet music that seemed jist 
like 
A wheen o' wee silver bells achime. 

Keepin' time tae their tune 1 crossed the 
road, 
Keepin' time I crossed the fields so 
green, 
Whin, all o' a suddint, I met a maid — 
The weest wee ane that I've iver seen. 

"God save ye," says I; but she niver 
spoke, 

Jist waved me afther her doon a glen ; 
I followed, an' lo an' behoul' ye ! there 

I saw a host -o' wee lochrie-men. 

Wheekin' o& their caps — polite as ye 
plaze — 
Around aboot us they made a ring, 
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Bowed low three times, then began tae 
dance, 
An' a dhramey hauntin' song tae sing. 

We danced wi' them — the wee lady an' 
me — 
For long, till the goolden stars sunk low. 
An' the moon grew pale, an' the red cock 
crew. 
But at dawn they wudnae let me go ; 

They opened a door in the Round Rath 
Hill, 
An' kept me (folk tell me) for nine days 
long; 
I didnae care ! all I sighed for was 
Tae hear ower an' ower their soothin' 
song. 



God bliss Father Dan for comin' at dark 
Wi' Book an' Bell tae the Round Rath 
Hill: 

If it hadnae been for his Holy Word — 
I might be there wi' the fairies still ! 




THE SILLY WILLY WADDLE. 



WERE ye at the fair ? 

An saw ye all the people? 
An' saw ye my wee man 
A-ridin on the beetle? 



" O, I was at a fair, 

An' I saw all the people. 
An' I saw your wee man 
A-ridin' on the beetle ; 

" A-tearin' all his clothes, 

For he had nae got a saddle, 
An' wearin' oot his brogues— 
The silly willy waddle! 

" An' what d'ye think o' this — 
In front o' all the people 
I saw your wee wee man 

Climb up the chapel-steeple. 

" Ay, sowl ! an' more nor that — 

There's somethin' shure the matther- 
He called names at the priest, 
An' spilt the Holy Wather." 
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" O, I was goin' tae buy 

My wee wee man a pony, 
But now he jist can want ! 
I'll niver buy him ony. 

" For he's nae son o' mine 

For climbin' up the steeple, 
An' bargin' at the priest, 
An' angherin' all the people. 

He'll git nae more good clothes, 
Nae pony, nor nae saddle, 

He'll git nae more new brogues— 
The silly willy waddle !" 




THE BALLAD O' TEDDY MacSHANE. 

jOUNG Teddy MacShane was a 
piper lad, 
An' divil the piper cud pipe wi' 
him_^ 

The heart an' sowl o' the hirin'-fairs, 
From the scriech o' day till the gloamin' 
dim. 

An', bhoys adear ! he cud play that sweet 
Ye'd swear a dizen young larks, in tune, 

Were singing their blithest, at dawn, tae 
coax 
The sun, tae frighten the wanin' moon. 

But the ould folk said that he larnt his 
tunes. 

At night-time, doon in the Knocka Glen, 
An' speyed that naethin' but bad cud come 

O' them that truckled wi' lochrie-men. 

An' mind ! they were right ! for a pedlar- 
man, 

Ane night, near-hand on Samhain-tide, 
Spied Teddy slippin' along the road, 

Gaunt, ghostly-lookin', an' hollow-eyed ; 
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An' he a-playin' a keen, that sad 

Ye'd hae swore ye saw the hosts o' 
Meave 
A-marchin' by ye, in stately step, 

Tae pile the cairn ower young Orloff's 
grave. 

An' the pedlar took till his heels, an' 
peghed , 

The whole cut up from the Knocka Glen, 
An' wakened the priest, an' tould the folk 

The boy was away wi' the lochrie-men ; 

An' mummlin' prayers, they all set oot — 
The priest wi' Wather, an' Book, an' 
Bell, 
Recitin' his Latin — along the road 
For tae save a sowl from the deeps o' 
Hell. 

They found poor Teddy — at grey o' dawn ; 

" The Dead hae lured away the dead ! 
God save us all from the fairy-folk." 

That was all that the old priest said. 

Shure, the ould folk said that he larnt his 
tunes 
At night-time, doon in the Knocka Glen, 
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An' speyed that naethin' but bad cud come 
O' them that truckled wi' lochrie-men. 



An', mind ! they were right ! for I've seen 
meself. 
Odd nights, whin near-hand Samhain- 
tide, 
A white Thing passin' along the road, 
-Gaunt, ghostly-lookin', an' hollow-eyed. 




THE DEATH O' PADRAIC. 

A Sorrow Song of 1798. 

I will make me a kirtle dark 
An' a bodice o' virgin sheen. 
An' leave my shawl wi'oot stain 
or mark 
An' my kerchief its brightest green ; 

An' my hair that he likes tae raven's wing 
I will braid up in ringlets three, 

An' though I'm alone, by the hearth I'll 
sing 
Till my Padraic comes back tae me." 

An' she sewed the seams o' a kirtle dark, 
Made a bodice o' virgin sheen, 

From her crimson shawl washed oot ivery 
mark. 
Left her kerchief its brightest green ; 

An', the hair he liked tae the raven's wing 
She did braid up in ringlets three, 

An' for long alone by the hearth did sing — 
For her Padraic ne'er more saw she. 
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For Padraic near Ballynahinch was hung : 
O, a coul' coul' corpse was he, 

An' his body oot in the night-wind swung 
While at home by the hearth sang she ! 




THE BATTLE OF ANTRIM. 
A.D. 1798. 

H woman," I said, whin the morn 
was bright, 
" Tell me, why do ye guide the 
plough?" 

She raised her tear-filled eyes up tae me. 
An' her breast rose an' fell in agony ; 
" O, I hae nae husband, now," 
She moaned; " O, I hae nae husband 
now." 

" O, woman," I said at the noon-tide hour, 
" Tell me, why do ye pile that peat?" 
An' her comely head sank tae her breast, 
An' her hand tae her bosom she madly 
pressed, 
" My husband went tae the meet," 
She wailed; "tae MacCracken's bloody 
meet." 

" O, woman," I said, at the sweet o' day, 
" Tell me why do ye drain each cow?" 
She spake ance more as she'd spoke at 
morn, 
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An' her words left my heart troubled an' 

torn, 
" O, I hae nae husband, now," 
She cried; " O, I hae nae husband, 

now." 

" But twa nights ago there came a dhream, 
An' I riz from my sleep wi' an awful 

scream, 
In my sleep I had looked ower Antrim 

town 
Wi' its walls washed white, an' its roofs 

thatched brown ; 
Then I heerd the fierce cries o' Mac- 

Cracken's men. 
An' the wailin' o' women from ivery glen, 
For the ance-brown roofs gleamed a fiery 

red. 
An' the white walls were splashed wi' the 

blood o' the dead. 

"An I prayed thro' that night till the screich 

o' day ; 
My husband I kisst as he by me lay ; 
An' kissin' him — slept ; but at mornin's 

break, 
He murmured : ' I go, for my Country's 

sake ! ' 
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I Opened my eyes, but my bed was bare, 
An' I shrieked : ' Great God ! take him in 

Thy care.' 
But yisterday night from MacCracken's 

meet 
They brought him back home tae me, in a 

sheet — 
In a coul' clammy blood-stained windin' 

sheet." 




RAMBLE AWAY. 

(A Ballymena version of an old song.) 

jS I went a-walkin' tae Moneymore 
Fair 
I spied a wee lass sittin' combin' 
her hair ; 

She gied me a glance o' her bonny blue eye, 
An' says I tae myself : " I'll come back by 
an' by, 
Back by an' by, 
Back by an' by," 
An says I tae myself, "I'll come back by 
an' by." 

Returnin' that evenin' — jist as it grew dark, 
I met the wee lass, an', 'twas jist for the 

lark, 
I kissed her sweet lips, an' tae me she did 

say : 
" Are ye the young man folk call ' Ramble 

Away,' 
' Ramble Away ' 
' Ramble Away ' 
Are ye the young man folk call ' Ramble 

Away ' f " 
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Says I : " Och, my jewel ! jist gie yourself 

pace, 
For I niver stay very long in ane place ; 
I'm away, in the morn', tae the County 

Kildare " 

But says she : " Weel, I'll ramble, I dinnae 

care where, 
Dinnae care where, 
Dinnae care where, 
O, I'll ramble wi' ye, love, I dinnae care 

where." 

A brown hat an' feather her wee wean will 
• wear, 
An' a bunch o' blue ribbon will tie up its 

hair; 
She'll handle it, an' dandle it, an' tae it will 

say : 
" O, the name o' your daddy is ' Ramble 
Away,' 
' Ramble Away,' 
' Ramble Away,' 
O, the name 0' your daddy is ' Ramble 
Awav.' " 




IT'S NAE THE COUL' WIND. 

(A fragmentary Co. Antrim love-song.) 



IT'S nae the coul' wind that makes 
me thremble, 
Nor yit the frost that binds up 
yhon well ; 
The real raison o' my vexation's 

I love a young man, an' darenae tell. 



Shure, many's the night he has sat beside 
me 

Till my long ringlets were wet wi' dew ; 
But he'd a heart that was false an' cruel 

Tae lave an oul' sweetheart for a new. 



But afther evenin' there comes a mornin', 
An' afther mornin' a sunny day, 

An' afther false love there'll come a true 
love 
That from my side will nae go away. 
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YOUR MILKIN' DAYS AkE OVER. 

(A Braid Valley Version of an old song.) 

S I walked on a May mornin', 
On a May mornin' sae early, 
I met a wee milk-maid carryin' 
cans, 
An' she cud carry them fairly. 

Says I : " Let's taste your creamy milk, 

{Your cows are in the clover) 
Och, come on, my pink ! an' gie me a 
drink, 

An' you'll git me for your lover." 

So, we sat doon on a primrose bank. 
An' I cried : " May Joy betide ye ! " 

An' the very first toast that iver I drunk 
Was : " The girl that sits beside me." 

Then says I : " Gie me anither taste, 

{Your cows are in the clover) 
Not o' milk, but the honey from your sweet 
lips, 

For your milkin' days are over. 
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MY. LOVE WROTE ME A LETTHER. 

(A Ballyclare version of an old song.) 



Y love wrote me a letther 

An' bid me nae tae mourn, 
An' I sent him this answer : 
" I nan do my own turn ; 
I can work or sit idle — 

As the case answers me — 
I can rest whin I'm weary, 
But it's nae so wi' ye." 

Then he sent me a letther 

Wi' a red rose so fine. 
An' I sent him an answer 

Wi' some rue mixed wi' thyme ; 
O, let him keep his red rose, 

An' I'll keep my thyme, 
Let him write tae his new love. 

An' I'll write tae mine. 
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I'll keep love in my pocket. 

But nae more in my heart ; 
An' I'll take ony young man 

For tae be my sweetheart. 
O, I'll love for a wee while, 

Or I'll love for a long, 
But I'll love the oul' love 

Till the new comes along. 



Some Press Opinions 

ON MR. GREGORY'S LAST VOLUME. 



Ireland : A Song of Ho-pe and, other Poems. Cr. 8vo. 
2s. 6d. net. Dublin : The Talbot Press. 



" Mr. Padric Gregory is a master of the ballad. . . . 
Scott is too careless and tedious, for example, Macauley too 
literary and wooden. The qualities we look for in a ballad are 
abandon, racinesp, and melody. All these qualities are 
present in the best poems of Mr. Padric Gregory. . . ." — 
The Irish Rosary. 

" Mr. Padric Gregory is en^nently national and has 
compassed a notable success in reviving the historical 
ballad. . . . ' Mary's Song to Jesus ' is a very masterpiece, 
the greatest and loveliest thing in the book, with its haunting 
Rossetti-like. yet original refrains. To comment on such 
a treasure were needless. Rather would I congratulate 
the grace -gifted artist of this new gem for our Blessed 
Lady's coronal of song. Many and great things should be 
hoped from one who can thus wrire. . . ." — Rev. H. E. G. 
Rope in The Cross. 

"As an Irish balladist he has no equal and many oi his 
creations in this form have Ufe when much of our modern 
verse has been forgotten. ... In ' The Bridge of Athlone ' 
there is even greater grace than we find in Macauley. . . ." 
— The Ulster Guardian. 

" His religious poems are very beautiful, and reveal a 
trace of that mysticism, which is inseparable from the Irish 
character. . . y—The Irish Nation. 

"There is the ring of true poetry in these lines {Ireland : 
A Song of Hope) which every patriotic Irishman will 
welcome as the anthem of a glorious future. . . . Another 
of Mr. Gregory's poems we read with pleasure, and as we 



read almost seem to hear the tramp of the horses' hoofs 
and the clank of cavahy sabres bent on the accompHshment 
of a great achievement. ... We may equally frankly say 
that we have never read anything more pathetic than his 
story of 'The Mad Sen'. . . ."—The Irish Catholic. 

"Padric Gregory is pre-eminently the poet of Ulster." 
— The Irish Independent. 

"It is pleasant to think that we have still with us men 
and women of high culture whom the muses have touched 
with inspiration to extol the loveliness of their native land, 
and the external verities of the Faith that burns so firmly 
and thoroughly in every Irish heart." — The Cork Examiner. 

"An even more striking success is attained in the old- 
world ballads in imitation of the Robin Hood and Border 
Minstrelsy. From Swinburne and William Morris down- 
wards our poets have delighted in this ballad poesy, and 
some have imitated it with puzzhng success. Mr. Gregory 
has been years in perfecting his technique in this line, and 
it would be difficult to imagine anything finer than ' The 
Mad Son '. . . . The ancient ballad note and manner 
are caught with remarkable fidelity and beauty," — The 
Belfast Evening lelegraph. 
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